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GIRLS AND BOYS 


CONVALESCENCE 


Poor Germaine has had a little sick turn. Nobody knows how it happened. 


The invisible arm that sows the seeds of fever is like the hand of the old sand 


man who comes each evening and throws sand in little children’s eyes to make 
them sleepy. But Germaine has not been sick long and she did not suffer much, 


and here she is getting well again, a convalescent. Getting well is really much 
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nicer than being all well at the beginning, You imagine all sorts of good things it 
would be nice to have, and this hoping and longing for things when you're getting 


———- well is much nicer really than the 


things themselves would be if you 
had them. 


Germaine is in bed in her pretty 
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tired as she looks at her dolly lying near her. There is a very deep sympathy be- 


tween little girls and their dollies. Germaine’s dolly has been sick at the same 
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LUCY IS THE. BEST" OF SisT ERS: 


DURING ALL THE NINE DAYS 
THAT GERMAINE WAS ILL LUCY 
CAME AND STUDIED HER LES- 
SONS AND DID HER SEWING IN 
THE - BLUE. “ROOM.” -SHE EVEN 


WANTED TO BRING THE MEDI-- 


CINES HERSELF AND GIVE THEM 


TO. THE *LITTUE SICK GIRL, 
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time as her little mother, and now she js getting well again at the same time. 
She is going out for her first ride with Germaine this afternoon in the carriage. - 

The dolly has had a visit from her doctor too. Dr. Alfred came in style and 
felt her pulse. Dr. Very-Much-Worse you might almost call him, for he talked of 
nothing but cutting off her arms and legs. Germaine begged so hard that he 
consented to cure the dolly without cutting her all up, and only prescribed nice, 


gentle little doses for her. 
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There is one thing about being sick: it makes you know your friends. Ger- 
maine knows now that she can count on that nice Alfred. She knows too that her 
sister Lucy is the best of sisters. During all the nine days that Germaine was ill 
Lucy came and studied her lessons and did her sewing in the blue room. She even 
wanted to bring the medicines herself and give them to the little sick oirl, And 
it wasn’t a very nice dose that Alfred ordered: no indeed: it was a dreadful drink, 
mixed out of all sorts of smelly wild flowers’ juice. 

It made Lucy, when she smelled it, think of the flowery mountain paths 
where they played so much last summer, the kinds of paths that bees and children 
always know about. It made even Alfred think of lovely mountain roads, and 
woods and springs, and goats scrambling along the edges of the precipices with 


their tinkling bells. 


AGROSS TRE EIELIDS 


After breakfast Catherine goes out into the meadows with her little brother 
Jack. When they start out the day is as young and fresh as they are. The sky is 
not exactly blue: it is rather a 

Ba gray, but a gray that is softer than 

Ta all the blues in the world. Cath- 


erine’s eyes are the very same 


gray, and seem made out of a 


ee ANZ “if piece of the morning sky. 


ee eS ) > Ss l Catherine and Jack go quite 


alone into the meadows. Their 


mother is a farmer’s wife and has 


—=— 


work to do at the farm. They 


have no nurse to take them out, 


——— 


but then they don’t need one. They 


know the way: they know the 
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woods and the fields and the hills 
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equally well. Catherine can even 

tell the time of day from seeing where the sun is in the sky, and she has knowledge 

of all kinds of nature’s secrets that city children never dream of. Little Jack him- 

self knows many things about the woods and ponds and mountains, for he has 
the soul of a true little country boy. 

The meadows Catherine and Jack go through are full of flowers, and on the 


way Catherine picks a bouquet of the pretty blossoms. She gathers blue flowers 


AFTER BREAKFAST CATHERINE GOES 
OUT INTO THE MEADOWS WITH HER 
LITTLE BROTHER JACK.- WHEN THEY 
START. OUT THE DAY IS AS YOUNG AND 
PRESH “AS: THEY ARE. THE SKY JIS°oNOT 
EXACTLY BLUE: IT 1S RATHER A GRAY, 
BUT A GRAY THAT IS SOFTER THAN ALL 


THE BLUES IN THES WORLD: 
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and poppies and cowslips, as well as buttercups, or stew pans as some call them. 


She gathers lots of those long violet flowers, called Venus mirrors, that grow on 
the edge of the wheat fields. She gathers the dark spikes of the milk weed and 
stork’s bills and lilies of the valley, whose little bells give out such a delicious 
odor when stirred by the least bit of wind. Catherine loves the flowers because 
they are beautiful. She loves them too because thy make such lovely ornaments. 
She is only a simple little country girl, with her pretty hair hidden under a brown 
cap. Her cotton apron covers a plain little dress, and she wears wooden shoes. The 


only rich costumes she has ever seen areon the images of the Virgin and St. Cath- 


erine in her parish church. But there are things which little girls know from 
the day they are born. Catherine knows that flowers make fine trimmings, and 
that lovely ladies who put bouquets in their corsages look even lovelier for 
doing so. So she thinks she must be very fine indeed just now because she has 
a bouquet as big as her head. Her ideas are as fine and airy as her flowers. There 
are ideas that you can’t put into words: there are no words good enough for them. 
They require tunes and songs, lively and sweet and gay and gentle. So Cath- 
erine sings while she gathers her flowers, bits from her nursery songs: “I’m going 
to the woods alone,” or “My heart I give to him, to him, My heart I give to 
him.” 


Little Jack is a different sort altogether. He has other ideas. He is a regu- 
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lar boy. He isn’t out of petticoats yet, but his spirit is ahead of his years, and 
there’s no spirit finer than that. Though he keeps a good hold on his sister’s apron 
with one hand, for fear of falling, he lays his switch about him with the other 
hand with all the strength of 
a sturdy boy. His father’s 
head workman doesn’t crack 
his whip any louder over his 


horses’ heads when he leads 


them back from the river 


‘i and comes across his sweet- 


heart suddenly on the way. 


Little Jack is not going to 


Ure 


ee spend his time in soft sleep 
lh : ii and dreams. He doesn’t care 

anything about wild flowers. 
For his make-believes he thinks of hard work. He makes believe about carts 
stuck in the muddy roads and percheron horses tugging at their collars as he 
shouts at them and whips them up. 

Catherine and Jack climb up above the fields on the slope of the hill to a little 
knoll where they can see all the fires of the village scattered through the foliage, 
and toward the horizon the steeples of six different parishes. It is a place which 
makes you realize how great the world is. Catherine thinks she can understand 
better now the stories that have been told her about the dove and the ark and the 
people of Israel in the promised land, and of Jesus journeying from one village 
to another. 

“Let’s sit down here,” she says. 

She seats herself, and, spreading her hands, scatters her flowery harvest 
round her. Her little body has been perfumed with them all, and in a moment 
the butterflies are circling round her. She picks and arranges the flowers, and 
makes garlands and crowns of them, and hangs little bells at her ears for ear- 
rings, till she is as ornamental as the image of the Holy Virgin. Little Jack, 


occupied with his imaginary horses, catches sight of her thus dressed up, and at 


STANDING UPRIGHT ON HIS RUSTIC PED- 
ESTAL LITTLE JACK UNDERSTANDS THAT 
HE IS BEAUTIFUL AND THE IDEA GIVES 
HIM A DEEP RESPECT FOR HIMSELF. HE 
REAIIZeS THAT HE IS SACRED. STIFF, IM- 
MOVABLE, .-HIS;~ EYES “ROUND; © HiSs-LIPS 
SHUT -TIGHT, HIS ARMS HANGING, HIS 
HANDS OPEN AND HIS FINGERS STICKING 
OUT LIKE THE SPOKES OF A WHEEL, HE 
TASTES A SOLEMN JOY IN SEEING THAT HE 
HAS BECOME AN IDOL. 
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once is seized with admiration. A pious thought strikes his little soul. He stops, 
and the whip falls from his hands. He sees that she is beautiful. He would like 
to be beautiful too, and covered with flowers. He tries to express his wish in 
his pretty obscure way, and though he feels that he tries in vain, Catherine under- 
stands. Little Catherine is a big sister, and a big sister is a little mother: she 
looks ahead and sees things, with the mother’s sacred instinct. 

“Yes, deary,” cries Catherine, “I'll make you a beautiful crown and you'll 


look like a king.” 
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So here she is plaiting together blue and red and yellow flowers into a 
chaplet. She puts the crown of flowers on little Jack’s head, and he turns red with 
joy. She puts her arms around him and lifts him off the ground and stands him, 
all covered with flowers, on a great stone near by. She admires him now because 
le is beautiful, and because it is she that has made him so. 

Standing upright on his rustic pedestal little Jack understands that he is 
beautiful and the idea gives him a deep respect for himself. He realizes that he 
is sacred. Still, immovable, his eyes round, his lips shut tight, his arms hanging, 
his hands open and his fingers sticking out like the spokes of a wheel, he tastes a 
solemn joy in seeing that he has become an idol. The sky is over his head, the 
woods and the fields are at his feet. He is in the middle of the world. He is 


only good, only beautiful. 
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But suddenly Catherine begins to laugh. me 
“Little Jack,” she cries. “You look so funny! Oh,.you do look so funny!” 
She jumps at him, puts her arms around him and gives him a shake. The 


heavy crown slips down over his nose. She cries again, “Oh, how funny you 


4 are! How funny!” 

, She laughs, but little Jack doesn’t 
w (re , laugh. He’s sad and surprised that 
fe ee everything is over and he’s no longer 
— 4 7 beautiful. Well, he’s a sturdy fellow, 
a | anyway. He picks up his switch and 
= here he is once more steering his six 

: iat | make-believe horses out of the ruts. 


Catherine still plays with her flow- 
ve ers. But some of them are dying, and 
| there are others that are going to sleep. 
‘efaath For flowers need sleep just as animals 


do, and here are the campanulas, 


gathered a few hours before, shutting 
their violet bells and going to sleep in the very hands of the little girl that plucked 
their lives out. 

A light breath stirs in the air, and Catherine shivers. The evening is coming, 

“T’m hungry,” says little Jack. 

But Catherine hasn’t one bit of bread or anything to give her little brother; 
and so she says: “Let’s go home.” 

And both their thoughts turn at once to the cabbage soup which by this time 
of day is sure to be smoking in the pot hanging from the crane in the center of 
the great chimney. Catherine gathers her flowers in her arms, and taking her 
little brother by the hand begins to lead him home. 

The sun descends slowly toward the red horizon. The swallows in their 
flight skim near the children with their unmoving wings. The evening has come. 


Catherine and Jack press closer to each other. 


i haa 
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THEY ARE TIRED AND THEY FEAR 
THEY SHALL NEVER GET HOME WHERE 

THEIR MOTHER IS MAKING SOUP FOR ALL THE 
RAMIL Ye. mUlLI LE “JACK. DOESN'T. PLY - HIS 
WHIP ANY MORE. CATHERINE LETS THE LAST 
FLOWER SLIP FROM HER TIRED HANDS. SHE 
TAKES HER LITTLE BROTHER BY THE ARM AND 


THEY ARE BOTH VERY QUIET, 
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fe. lets her flowers tumble one by one along the road. In the great 
Bice the children hear the crickets rattle indefatigably. They are afraid, both 
+¥ of them, and sad, because the evening’s sadness strikes into their little souls. 


== 
Pe ae 


verything around them is familiar, but they don’t recognize any more the 
Pes they know the best. It seems all of a sudden as if the world were too big 
and too old for them, They are tired and they fear they shall never get home where 
their mother is making soup for all the family. Little Jack doesn’t ply his whip 
any more. Catherine lets the last flower slip from her tired hands. She takes her 
little brother by the arm and they are both very quiet. 


Finally they see the roof of their home, with its chimney smoking beneath 
. the darkening sky. They stop and clap their hands, crying out joyfully. Cath- 
erine hugs her little brother, and then they both begin to run with all the 
—- strength left in their tired feet. In the villages some women returning from the 
fields wish them good evening. They breathe freely again. Their mother is in 
the doorway, in her white cap, a spoon:in her hand. 
“Come along, little ones, come on,” she cries. And they throw themselves 
into her arms. 
Coming into the room where the bioth is steaming and sizzling Catherine 
shivers again. She has seen Night come down upon the earth. But Jack, sitting 


on his bench, his chin no higher than the table, is already eating his cabbage soup. 
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René, Bernard, Roger, James and Stephen think there is nothing finer in the 
world than being a soldier. Francine agrees with them, and wishes she were a 
boy so she could be a soldier too. They hold this very high opinion of soldiers be- 
cause soldiers wear such beautiful uniforms and epaulettes and gold lace and 


glistening swords; and they know there is still another reason for putting soldiers 


BM. 


in the front rank of a country’s heroes: soldiers give their lives for their country. 
There is no real greatness in the world but sacrifice, and to sacrifice one’s life is 
he greatest sacrifice of all, since it takes in all the others. That’s why the heart of 
the c-owd beats faster when a regiment of soldiers marches by. 

René is the general. He wears a double cocked hat and rides a war horse. 


His hat is paper and his horse is a chair. His army is composed of a drum major 


RENE, BERNARD, ROGER, JAMES 


AND STEPHEN THINK THERE IS 


NOTHING FINER IN THE WORLD 


THAN BEING A SOLDIER. FRANCINE 


AGREES WITH THEM, AND WISHES 


SHE WERE A BOY SO SHE COULD BE 


A SOLDIER TOO. 
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and four soldiers, one of them a girl. “Carry arms! Forward! March!” he cries, 
and the parade begins. Francine and Roger look exactly the same under arms. 
James, to be sure, holds his gun languidly in his arms, because his is a melancholy 
soul. There’s no use reproaching him. Dreamers can be brave just as much as 
those who never dream. But his little brother Stephen, the smallest man in the 
regiment, remains quiet and thoughtful. He has ambition and wants to be gen- 


eral himself, at once. He studies over this problem, full of care. 


“Forward! Forward!’ cries 
René. “We'll go and attack the 


Chinese in the dining room.” The 


Chinese are the chairs. When one 
is playing war chairs make very 


good Chinese. They tumble down, 


ee 


and that’s just the thing the Chinese do the best. When all the chairs have their 
heels in the air René cries: “Soldiers, now that we have vanquished the Chinese 
we'll go and eat something.” The idea is favorably received by the whole army. 
Soldiers always have to eat. This time the commissariat has supplied extra 
healthy rations—currant cakes, ladyfingers, chocolate and coffee éclairs, goose- 
berry jam. The army devours everything. Only the gloomy Stephen doesn’t eat. 
He looks with envy at the sword and cocked hat that the general has left on a chair. 
He edges up to them, takes possession of them and slips into the next room. There, 
all alone, he puts on the hat before a mirror and brandishes the sword. He is 
general—a general without an army, for himself alone. He tastes the full pleas- 


ure of his ambition, full though it is of vague forebodings and distant hopes. 
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DEAD LEAVES 


Autumn is here. The wind that whistles through the 
trees sets the dead leaves whirling. The chestnut trees, al- 
ready stripped, rear their black skeletons in the air. All the 
leaves of the beeches and the horn beams or ironwoods are 
falling too. The birches and the aspens have turned to gold, 
and only one old oak still keeps its green crown. 

The morning is fresh—a keen wind stirs the gray sky 


and reddens the children’s fingers. Peter, Babette, and Jenny 


are going off to gather dead leaves, the leaves which only a 
little while ago were all alive with ruddiness and the singing 
of birds, but which now cover the ground with millions of 
their little dry bodies. But even dead they seem good. They 
make good litter for Riquette the goat and Rousette the cow. 


Peter has brought his basket like a little man. Babette 


has taken a sack: she’s a little woman. Jacky follows with 


the wheelbarrow. They go down the hill on the run. At 


the edge of the wood they meet other village children, too, 


who have come to lay in a supply of dead leaves for the 


winter. It isn’t play: it’s work. 


But don’t think these children are sad because they 


work. Work is serious, but not sad. Very often even one 
pretends to work in fun, and are not children’s amusements, most of them, imi- 


tations of the work their elders do? 


PETER, BABETTE, AND JENNY ARE GOING OF! 


TO’ \GATHER~ DEAD LEAVES, “THE. LEAVES 


WHICH ONLY A LITTLE WHILE AGO WERE ALL 


ALIVE WITH RUDDINESS AND THE SINGING. OF 


BIRDS, BUT WHICH NOW COVER THE GROUND 


! 


WITH MILLIONS OF. .THEIR LITTLE DRY BODIES. 
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So here are these children at work. The boys do 
their task in silence, because they are already little peas- 
ants and peasants don’t talk much. But that isn’t the 
way with peasant women. Our little girls’ tongues wag 
the whole time they are filling the sacks and baskets. 

In the meantime the mounting sun has made the 
fields warm and sweet. From the roofs of the hamlets 
rise little wreaths of smoke as light as breaths, telling of 
the good pea soup that’s cooking in the kettles. One 
more armful of dead leaves and the littlke workmen seek 
again the road to the village. The ascent of the hill is 
hard. Bowing beneath their sacks and bending over the 
wheelbarrow they grow warm, and the sweat starts on 
their brows. Peter, Babette and Jacky stop to puff and 
catch their breath. 

But the thought of that good pea soup gives them 
courage. Shoving and panting they arrive at last. Their 
mother, who waits for them at the doorstep, calls out 
to them: “Hurry, children, the soup is steaming!” 

Our little friends find it very good. There is no soup 


so good as the kind you work for. 
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SUZANNE 


The Louvre, in Paris, as you know, is a museum where many very old and beau- 
tiful things have been pre- 
served—and very rightly 
too, for both age and beauty 
should be venerated. Now 
one of the loveliest of the 
antiquities of the Louvre is 


a piece of marble, worn and 


broken in many places, but 
still showing its subjects dis- 


tinctly—two young girls 


each holding a flower in her 


hand. They are two beau- 


tiful little creatures—young 


with the eternal youth of 


Greece which was the age 


of periect-~ beatttya ie 
sculptor who long ago made these two figures shows them in profile, each pre- 
senting to the other one of those lotus flowers which people at that time regarded 
as sacred, because from the blue chalice, they breathed, it was thought, forget- 
fulness of all the evil things of life. Our learned critics have paid a good deal of 


attention to these two young girls. They have consulted on the subject many 


_SUZANNE PRETENDS THAT IT 


iS HER FRIENDS JACQUELINE’S 


BIRTHDAY, AND SHE IS GATH- 


\ . 


‘ERING FLOWERS THAT SHE'S” 
GOING TO GIVE TO JACQUELINE 


WITH A KISS. 


ene 


ay 
tL a a aa 
444 


a, 


14 ye fate 


‘f : 


Py 


)\ bY fea 
Printed in France 


SUZANNE 15 


: big books bound in parchment or calf, some even in pigskin; but they have never 
discovered just why these two little girls hold flowers in their hands. 
What they have not discovered after all their labor and meditation and toil 
r and growing pale little Miss Suzanne found out at once. 
Her father took her to the Louvre, where he had some business. Little 
Suzanne regarded the antiques with some surprise, and seeing gods who had lost 
4 their legs and arms and heads, she said to herself: ‘Ah, ha, all these are the 
learned gentlemen’s dolls, and I see that the gentlemen break their dolls just as 


bf 


children do.” But when she came to the two little girls who held the flowers, she 
blew a kiss to them, because she thought them so pretty. Her father asked her 
then: “Why do they each 
offer a flower to the other?” 

“To wish each other a 
happy birthday,” ‘said Su- 
zanne. 


Then, thinking it over 


a moment, she added: 


“Their birthdays are the same, they are just like each other, and they are giv- 
ing each other the same flower. They’re friends, and must have the same 
birthday.” 

Now Suzanne is far away from the Louvre and its ancient marbles, in the 
Kingdom of birds and flowers. She spends the lovely clear days of Spring in 
the fields at the edge of the woods, She plays in the grass and makes up the 
loveliest games. She pretends that it is her friend Jacqueline’s birthday, and 


she is gathering flowers that she’s going to give to Jacqueline with a kiss. 


FISHING 


John starts out very early in the morning with his sister Jenny, his pole on 
his shoulder and a basket on his arm. School is closed, and vacation time is here, 
which is the reason John and Jenny go every day, pole on shoulder, and basket 
on arm, along the river. John is a native of Touraine, and so is Jenny, and so is 


the river, which flows clears beneath 


its silvery willows. A moist soft sky 


looks down on it. Morning and eve- 


ning white vapors spread over the grass 
on its banks. But Jack and Jenny love 
the river, not for the green leaves along its borders, nor for its clear water that 
the sky shines in, but for the fish that are in it. They stop at the best fishing 
place. Jenny sits down beneath a topped off willow tree. Jack, having put his 
baskets on the ground, unwinds his fishing tackle. It’s a very simple one: a 
long switch, with a long string and a bent pin on the end of it. Jack supplied the 


switch, Jenny the thread and pin: the litie thus belongs equally both to brother 


THEY STOP: AT. THE? BEST >FISHING: -PLACE. « JENNY 
SITS DOWN BENEATH A TOPPED OFF WILLOW TREE. 


JACK, HAVING PUT HIS BASKETS ON THE GROUND, UN- 


ANULYAALY 


. 


‘ 


WINDS HIS FISHING TACKLE. IT’S A VERY SIMPLE ONE: 


AYMAN 


A LONG SWITCH, WITH A LONG STRING AND A BENT 
PIN ON THE END: OF “IT. JACK SUPPLIED THE SWITCH, 
JENNY THE THREAD AND PIN: THE LINE THUS BE- 


LONGS EQUALLY BOTH TO BROTHER AND SISTER, 
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and sister. Each would like to have it all, and so the simple contrivance which 
need not have scared anything but a fish, has been the cause of many domestic 
quarrels and the giving of many thumps on the peaceful river banks. Brother and 
sister have struggled often for the free use of the line. Jack’s arm is black and 
blue from being pinched, and Jenny’s cheek is purple from resounding thwacks. 
But when they are tired of pinches and smacks Jack and Jenny consent to share 
in good faith that which neither one nor the other has been able wholly to ap- 
propriate by force. They arrange that 
the line shall go alternately to brother or 


sister after the catching of each fish. 


ee if ie 

Ue ats 
ant 1 WV 
Spe = 


Jack has it first. There is no telling when he’ll be through with it. "He 
doesn’t openly violate the treaty, but he nullifies the effect of it by a certain flagrant 
abuse. In order not to surrender the line to his sister he refuses to pull in the 
fish that offers himself, nibbling the hook and making the cork bob. 

Jack is wily, Jenny is patient. For six hours she has waited often during 
this performance. This time, however, she seems tired of her long idleness. She 
yawns, stretches, lies down in the shadow of the willow and lets her eyelids close. 
Jack spies on her out of the corner of his eyes, and believes she has gone to sleep. 
The cork plunges. He pulls the string briskly, and on the end there glistens a bit 
of silver lightning. A silly gudgeon has caught himself on the hook. 

“Oh, then, it’s mine now!” Jack hears a voice cry behind him. And Jenny 


seizes the tackle. 


BIG "BOY ss FAULTS 


It was to see their friend Jack tliat Roger, Marcel, Bernard, James and 
Stephen one day took the great national route that unrolls itself like a yellow 
ribbon along the fields and meadows. 

Here they are starting off. They move forward in one row. One couldn’t 

POE eee Lanes see ey leave in any better order. However, 
| 2 | there’s, one trouble: Stephen is too little. 


He exerts himself and hastens his steps; 


he stretches his short legs as wide as 


possible; he waves his arms to make them bigger. But he is too little: he can’t 
keep up with his friends. He falls behind because he is too little. It’s fate. 
The big, older boys ought to wait for him, of course, and regulate their steps 
by his. They ought to, but they don’t. “Forward, march!” cry the strong people 
of the world, and leave the feeble ones behind. But listen to the end of this story. 
Suddenly our big boys, our four gallants, come to a stop. They have spied on 


the ground a little beast that jumps. The little animal jumps because it’s a 


STEPHEN (3 “2TOO SALUTE Bri 
EXERTS “HIMSELF AND HASTENS 
Hisy #STEPS* 22> STRETCHES. Nis 
SHORT LEGS AS WIDE AS POSSIBLE; 
HE WAVES HIs ARMS. TO MAKE 
THEM: ~ BIGGER.’ ~ BUT --HE*: IS: TOO 
PITIEE HE CAN'T KEEP UP WITH "| 


HIS FRIENDS. 
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frog, and wants to get into the meadow that runs along the road. The meadow 
is its native land and very dear to it. Its home is there by a little stream. It jumps. 

It is green, and looks something like a living leaf. Bernard, Roger, James 
and Marcel fall in pursuit at once. Here they are in the meadow: soon they 
feel their feet sink in the wet earth that nourishes the thick grass. A few more 
steps and they are stuck in the mud up to their knees. The grass hides a bog. 


They extricate themselves with difficulty. Their shoes, their socks, their 


calves are black. It is the nymph cate of the green meadow who has 
put mud leggings on the four disobedient boys. 

Stephen joins them all out of breath. He doesn’t know, when he sees them 
thus booted, whether to laugh or cry tor them. He reflects, in his innocent 
little soul, on the catastrophes that strike the great and strong. As to the four 
mud-legginged ones, they retrace their steps pathetically, for how could they go 
in such a get-up, if you please, to see their friend Jack? When they come home 
again their mothers read their fault in their legs, whereas the goodness of little 


Stephen shows in his clean and sturdy calves. 


HE ERIE SION Es 


It’s an awfully pretty thing, a little dinner. You can have it very simple 
or very complicated, as you prefer. You can have it even without anything at 
all. But in that case you must have imagination. 

Therese and her little sister Pauline have invited Peter and Martha to a 
little dinner in the country. It’s a quite 


formal dinner. They have discussed it | 


for a long time beforehand. The mother 


of the two sisters has given them ad- 
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vice—she has contributed delicacies too. There are 
going to be nougats and éclairs and a chocolate cream, 
The table is going to be set beneath the grape arbour. 
“Tf only it doesn’t rain!” cries Therese, who is nine years old. At her age 


one knows that the sweetest hopes are often disappointed in this world, and that 


PETER CARVES GALLANTLY. 


HIS 


NOSE IN HIS ° PLATE, HIS ELBOWS AS 


HIGH AS HIS HEAD, HE DIVIDES. WITH 


GREAT . EFFORT A 


SIDE. MBONE *-OF 
CHICKEN: -). EVERY PART -OF HIM: EVEN 


DOWN TO HIS LEGS, IS- BROUGHT INTO 


ee : id ACTION. PETER IS CERTAINLY AN 
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one can’t always do what one would like. But little Pauline isn’t troubled that 
way. She doesn’t know how to anticipate bad weather. The weather will be 
all right—she wishes it; and sure enough here is the day of the dinner dawning 
clear and bright—not a shadow in the sky. The two guests have come. Such 
luck! For that was another subject of anxiety for Therese. Martha had a cold, 
and you couldn’t help worrying for fear she wouldn’t be well in time. And as 
for little Peter everybody knows he always misses the car. You can’t reproach 
him for it. It’s his misfortune, not his fault. His mother is just naturally un- 
punctual. Everywhere, always, little Pete: 
arrives the last: he’s never seen the beginning of 
anything. It’s all given him an air of dullness 
and resignation. 

By an extraordinary chance he has come 
punctually for the invitation of the two sisters. 
This time his mother didn’t miss the train: 
she made a mistake in the hour! 

The table is set. All ready for the dinner! 
Therese is to serve. She is thoughtful and 
ee serious, the instincts of housekeeping awak- 


ing already in her heart. Peter carves gallantly. 
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ee dls ne head, he divides with great effort a side bone 


His nose in his plate, his elbows as high as his 


PM WE ice WM ML vine of chicken. Every part of him, even down to 
his legs, is brought into action. Peter is certainly an energetic little fellow. Miss 
Martha eats very elegantly, without much moving round, or any noise, like ladies. 
Pauline follows suit, but with less style. She eats as she can and as much as she can. 

Therese, sometimes servant, sometimes guest, is very content with things, 
and contentment is more than joy. The little dog, Gyp, has come to eat the 
leavings, and Therese reflects, seeing him crunch his bones, that dogs have never 
discovered all the delicacies that make the feasts of men and the little dinners 


of children so exquisite. 


HE FAR TIS 


Michael is the son of a painter. He has seen his father make on canvas 
wonderful pictures of men and animals, imitating the colors of the earth, the sea, 
the sky and all nature. He has seen his 
father paint lovingly ladies whose gaze 
and lips seemed like flame and rose and 


who smiled at you all in white. “When 


I am grown up,” says little Michael, “I 


shan’t paint ladies. I shall paint horses: 
it’s much finer.” 


And already he busies himself in- 


venting the finest beasts he can imagine. 


But the horses that grow under his 


fingers have this particular thing about 
them—that they don’t look at all like 
horses. They look more like four-legged 


ostriches. It’s very hard to paint. 


However, Michael makes great 


progress, and now when you see his 


drawings you guess pretty nearly what 


they are meant to represent. He draws 


every day. He has patience and love, 
which are the two halves of genius. Time will do the rest, and perhaps Michael 


will become as great a painter as his father. Yesterday he covered a sheet of 
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school paper with a beautiful composition. It represented a gentleman with a 
cane in his hand, taking a walk by the seashore. Except that his arms come out 
of his breast the gentleman is very well made. He has four buttons on his 
coat: it’s really perfect. Near by is a tree, in the distance a boat. The gentle- 
man has the air.of taking the boat in his hand and of wanting to swallow the 
tree. It’s just an error in per- 
spective: one finds it even in the 
best masters. 

To-day Michael achieves a 
still greater composition. There 
are men and boats and windmills 
in it. He has put his very best in 
this great work. It seems to him 
the boats actually float upon the 
sea, and the wings of the mills 
really turn round. He admires 
himself. He glorifies himself 
upon his work like a real artist, 


and enjoys creation after the 


manner of God. 

And yet, he doesn’t dream of the cat that plays at his feet with a ball of 
yarn. The moment Michael leaves the room, the little cat will jump on the table, 
and with one blow of its white paw upset the ink and spill it on his papers. 
Thus the masterpiece of Michael will perish. The creator of it will be very sad 
at first. But soon he will make a new masterpiece to repair the injury of the 


little cat and.of destiny. Thus talent gets the best of bad fortune. 


JACQUELINE AND MIRAUT 


Jacqueline and Miraut are old friends. Jacqueline is a little girl and Miraut 
isa big dog. They are of the same world—they are both country people. That's 
what has made their great intimacy. How long have they known each other? 
‘~hey don’t know: that’s beyond the memory of a dog and a little girl. Besides 
they don’t need to know. They have 
no wish or need to know anything. 
Their only idea is that they have 
known each other a long time, since 
the very beginning of things, for 
they don’t dream, either of them, 
that the universe has existed before 
them. The world, as they conceive 
it, is young, simple and naive, as 


they are themselves. Jacqueline sees 


) i i) Miraut and Miraut Jacqueline, all 

} o | i ; in a lovely setting here in the world. 

Pisa = : Bo Miraut is much bigger and 
aaa: stronger than Jacqueline. When he 
puts his forepaws on the child’s 
shoulders he towers head and breast above her. He could eat her up in three 
mouthfuls, if he liked. But he knows, he feels, that a certain force is in her, and 


that, little though she is, she is precious. He admires and loves her. He licks 


her face from sheer sympathy. Jacqueline loves him because he is strong and 


JACQUELINE AND MIRAUT ARE OLD’ FRIENDS. 


JACQUELINE IS A LITTLE GIRL AND MIRAUT IS A- |. 


BIG DOG. THEY ARE OF THE SAME WORLD—THEY 


ARE BOTH COUNTRY PEOPLE. THAT'S WHAT HAS 


MADE THEIR GREAT INTIMACY. HOW LONG HAVE 


THEY KNOWN EACH OTHER? THEY DON’T KNOW : | 
WA 
THAT'S BEYOND THE MEMORY OF A DOG AND A 
\y 
LITTLE GIRL. oy) 
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MICHAEL PROGRESS, AND NOW -WHEN YOU SEE HIS 


DRAWINGS YOU GUESS PRETTY NEARLY WHAT THEY ARE MEANT TO 
REPRESENT, HE DRAWS EVERY DAY. HE HAS PATIENCE AND LOVE. 


WHICH ARE THE TWO HALVES OF GENIUS, 
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good. She has a sentiment of great respect for him. She has discovered that 
he knows many secrets that she doesn’t, aud that the obscure genius of the earth 
is in him. He seems enormous, grave and sweet. She venerates him, as under 


another sky, in ancient times, men venerated other shaggy, rural gods. 


But here she is all of a sudden surprised, astonished and disturbed. She 
has found her old earth genius, her shaggy god Miraut, tied by a long chain to 
a tree near the edge of the well. She stops, wondering, and hesitates. Miraut 
looks at her with his good, honest, patient eyes. Not knowing that he is an_ 
earth genius and shaggy god he submits to his collar and chain without anger. 
But Jacqueline is afraid to go nearer to him. She can not understand that her 


divine and mysterious friend is a captive, and a vague sadness fills her little soul. 
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